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MY  LADY  OF  THE  SPRING. 

For  RALPH  HODGSON. 

YVTHILE  I  was  stood  beside  a  willow  tree, 

Watching  the  dace  a^swing  against  the  cool 
Swift  current,  sliding  through  the  middle  pool 
To  spin  a  tune  from  old  stones,  endlessly, 
A  lark  sang  earth  as  his  full  throat  must  burst, 
And  lifting  eyes  to  fly  with  him,  I  saw  her  first. 

She  leaned  against  a  solemn  oak  that  grew 
Upon  a  gentle  hill,  three  fields  away. 
Green,  faded  gold,  and  brown,  between  us  lay 
Those  little  fields,  and  there  were  hedges  too  ; 
Yet  when  I  found  her  eyes,  the  sunny  air 
So  clear  it  was,  I  seemed  to  stand  before  her  there. 

She  was  a  maid  less  tall  than  many  are, 
But  there  was  witchery  in  every  limb 
Still  or  in  motion ;  when  she  raised  her  slim 
White  arms,  and  turned,  graceful  beyond  compare, 
Her  melody  of  movement  held  me  bound, 
Until  the  fingers  tangled  in  her  hair  were  drowned, 


Lost  in  its  labyrinthine,  silken  snares, 
A  miracle  of  sweet  confusion,  worn 
More  royally  than  queens  use,  proudly  born ; 
Black  as  the  crown  the  piping  bullfinch  wears 
It  gleamed,  and  many  cherry  flowers  white 
Scattered  wild  petals,  star-like,  through  its  sombre  night. 

No  chatelaine,  threading  a  stately  way 
Through  vassal  eyes,  so  debonaire  could  be, 
Not  with  her  silken  pomp  of  vanity ; 
Lithe  as  a  bluebell  bowing  in  young  May, 
Clad  in  a  simple  garb  of  old,  she  dreamed, 
Now  brown  of  earth  it  was,  now  apple-green  it  seemed. 

They  were  great  eyes  I  was  enchanted  by, 
Innocent,  wondering  and  unafraid : 
Theirs  was  the  light  of  stars  in  darkest  glade, 
The  mystery  that  swept  high  kings  to  die ; 
And  in  them  dwelt  a  love  for  living  things, 
The  rune  of  wind,  the  song  of  earth,  the  joy  of  wings. 

Elfin  her  face  was  in  its  sweet  impress — 
The  first  shy  wind-flower  touched  with  faintest  rose 
Freshly  awakened  from  the  bud's  repose — 
As  sudden  was  her  simple  loveliness* 
And  she  had  scarlet  petals  to  her  lips, 
And  young  leaves  to  the  girdle  wound  above  her  hips. 


No  maiden  had  a  fairer  body,  none 
Of  all  the  goddesses  in  fabled  wood, 
An  she  had  bared  her  whiteness,  and  but  stood 
Above  cool  water,  washed  by  gentle  sun. 
Through  all  my  limbs  the  startled  life-blood  danced, 
As  at  the  quick  delight  of  her  I  gazed  entranced. 

The  tufted  lark  dropped  from  his  topmost  peak, 
Proud  pinnacle  of  his  glad  vibrant  song, 
Through  those  wide  spaces  where  his  notes  belong 
Lightly  upon  her  beacon  hands,  to  speak 
His  pretty  love-song,  frenzied  twittering, 
Then  up  again  he  rose,  and  up,  still  carolling. 

A  little  space  she  listened,  now  was  gone, 
A  little  space,  and  she  was  far  away, 
As  when  the  sun  shoots  forth  a  truant  ray 
Beyond  grey  clouds,  so  she  moved  swiftly  on 
Across  the  laboured  earth,  and  was  its  queen, 
For  all  her  path  was  followed  by  young  blades  of  green, 

O,  she  was  happy  in  her  motion,  glad 
In  all  her  body ;  her  forgotten  hands 
Were  born  to  freedom,  and  the  floating  strands 
Of  her  loosed  hair ;  she  was  a  moment  mad 
With  the  sweet  rhyme  of  movement,  just  a  wild 
Young  thing  of  earth,  with  eyes  a-dance,  a  joyful  child. 


She  paused  beside  the  quicken  hedge,  and  soon 
To  her  came  leaping  leverets  and  hares, 
And  timid  conies  scuttled  from  their  lairs 
To  play  with  hert  as  it  had  been  full  moon ; 
The  white  tails  flashed  amid  the  tumbled  fur, 
And  through  the  frolic  ran  the  fluted  laugh  of  hen 

In  vain  the  thrush  told  over  all  his  rune, . 
Beyond  the  stream  the  blackbirds  called  in  vain. 
And  linnets  lilted  to  the  thrush  again, 
And  jenny^wren  fulfilled  her  little  tune : 
There  was  no  music  in  their  small  employ 
Comparable  to  her  unconscious,  rippling  joy. 

Within  the  tardy  hedge  she  spied  a  nest 
To  which  she  ran  a«quiver  with  delight. 
Beneath  her  hands  its  boughs  uncurled  their  tight 
Brown  buds,  and  where  her  eager  body  pressed, 
To  flutter  in  salute  leaves  manifold, 
Yet  weak  and  limp  as  happy  lambs  but  one  hour  old. 

And  nearer  to  the  nest  her  quick  hands  sped, 
Despite  the  sharp  thorns  ranged  in  barricade, 
Until  the  sudden  pain  she  uttered  made 
The  bright  air  wither,  for  her  smiles  were  dead, 
And  she  was  pondering  the  crimson  bead 
That  was  the  bitter  guerdon  of  her  too  much  speed. 
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O  happy  finger  to  be  cherished  so 
Against  the  fragrance  of  her  pouting  lips ; 
O  happy  finger,  nimble  as  it  slips 
Round  cruel  thorns,  deliberately  slow ; 
O  joyful  laugh,  when  she  did  contemplate, 
Elate,  one  ravished  shell,  smooth  blue  and  delicate. 

With  wondering  eyes  she  voyaged  through  the  swarm 
Of  dark  mysterious  islands  round  its  zone, 
But  when  the  mother  thrush  made  plaintive  moan, 
She  slid  it  gently  to  her  feathered  warm, 
And  trod  the  stubble  land  whose  tale  was  told, 
The  fallow  field  whose  livery  was  faded  gold. 

She  was  immortal  as  she  faced  me  then, 
An  apparition  that  must  ever  be 
Unsought  of  time  and  mutability 
To  solace  weary  eyes  of  many  men. 
And  yet  I  marvelled  how  that  I  had  seen 
The  singing'birds  and  hedges  know  what  she  did  mean, 

Across  the  gold  her  steps  were  only  two, 
Ere  round  her  form  a  stealthy  sadness  crept 
And  she  stood  wistful ;  bitter  tears  she  wept 
And  sobbed  her  grief  as  little  children  do, 
The  while  the  gentle  sun  withdrew  his  glee 
Behind  the  fleecy  clouds  drifting  in  company. 


But  soon  'twas  past ;  she  faintly  smiled  again 
Though  tear-drops  welled  within  her  dark  eyes  yet, 
And  laced  the  lashes  fringing  their  deep  jet ; 
Her  cheeks  were  fresh  as  flowers  after  rain* 
Along  the  hedge  she  fluttered  in  suspense, 
Nor  crossed  the  field,  but  hurried  by  the  green  way  thence, 

Into  the  dimpled  meadow  that  I  love 
Where  mowing  grass  was  scarce  a  finger  long, 
And  water  wandered  petulant  along 
Singing  a  song  to  willow  buds  above, 
And  infant  Joy  was  sunning  himself  so 
The  birds  had  no  sad  memory  of  winter  snow. 

Fronting  the  limpid  innocence  within 
She  was  attuned  to  everything  that  grew ; 
To  little  feet  that  ran  and  wings  that  flew ; 
She  was  their  playfellow,  they  were  akin, 
The  petals  shone  like  jewels  in  her  hair, 
But  she  outdid  them  all,  bright  with  the  shining  air. 

The  frequent  celandine  whose  neatest  gold 
Purfled  the  green  beyond  the  elm  trees'  fort, 
And  lusty  kingcups  holding  splendid  court, 
And  sweet  primroses,  never  overbold, 
Were  beautiful,  but  none  so  rare  as  she] 
Save  only  one,  a  rosy^flushed  wild  apple  tree, 
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It  was  that  tender  morning's  lissom  bride 
A'blush  with  kisses  little  winds  brought  near, 
The  Lady  of  the  Trees  without  a  peer 
To  whom  the  congregated  elms  with  pride 
Bowed  stiff  salute,  while  hawthorn  curtsied  fair, 
And  daisies  opened  wide  their  yellow  eyes,  to  stare. 

And  coming  there,  my  Lady  of  the  Spring, 
She  bowed  her  proud  young  head,  she  bowed  her  low 
Before  her  sister,  while  the  blossom  snow 
Fell  tremulous  upon  her,  flittering 
With  sun  and  beauty ;  then  she  laughed,  she  sang, 
She  filled  the  air  with  song  until  the  willows  rang* 

Over  the  meadows  and  along  the  trees, 
Over  the  meadows  crept  another  sound, 
A  fluted  piping  from  some  happy  ground, 
Now  all  but  mute,  now  loud  as  when  June  bees 
Cluster  in  thousands  on  the  yellowed  limes, 
Humming  their  drowsy  honey  tunes  to  golden  rimes, 

Nor  ever  louder,  yet  so  piercing  sweet 
With  the  first  note  my  senses  all  were  caught. 
A  whispering,  and  scattered  out  of  thought 
My  body  swayed  in  rhythm,  and  my  feet 
Strove  to  pursue  the  music  into  dance, 
But  they  were  all  too  leaden  for  its  shift  and  glance. 
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Where  did  they  bring  me,  those  immortal  notes  ? 
Into  a  blue'rimmed  valley,  rich  with  herds 
Slow'grazing,  rivers  bound  with  rushes,  birds, 
Lambs  garlanding  the  herbage,  random  goats, 
And  white  limbs  flashing  in  the  sun  with  laughter, 
White  forms  that  passed  and  stayed  and  called  to  follow  after* 

To  crested  orchards  stretching  out  of  sight 
Filled  with  such  choirs  of  singing  none  can  tell, 
And  white  hills  where  the  dark  green  olives  dwell, 
And  peach  groves  where  young  lovers  cozen  night* 

0  notes  of  naked  joy  and  swift  desire, 

The  warrior  body  flambant  with  its  earthly  fire, 

1  fronted  her,  and  knew  that  she  had  read 
The  distant  piping,  for  her  face  was  turned ; 

Great  eyes  were  brimmed  with  wonder,  white  cheeks  burned* 
She  crouched  her  body  down ;  a  smile  drifted ;  her  head 
Was  slowly  raised,  she  drew  her  up,  she  stirred, 
All  of  her  body  moved  to  match  the  summoning  she  heard. 

Not  as  a  Maenad  posturing  her  limbs, 
Her  fevered  members  drunk  with  purple  wine ; 
No  wild  Bacchante,  trailing  through  the  vine 
Her  stained  lewd  beauty  for  the  great  god's  whims  ; 
Not  in  such  wise  her  body  moved  at  all, 
But  with  a  proud  abandon,  fleet  and  virginal. 
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A  flower  poised,  her  body  doffed  its  bands, 
Light  as  a  flight  of  butterflies,  her  feet 
Flitted  to  touch,  disdain  the  ground,  repeat 
The  faery  motion  of  untrammelled  hands* 
It  was  as  she  had  found  a  pool  and  knew 
Swiftly,  how  beautiful  a  flower  her  body  grew. 

I  have  seen  happy  lambs,  their  joy  to  be, 
The  little  leap  no  introspection  dulls ; 
The  joy  of  wheeling  cormorants  and  gulls 
Flashing  adown  the  cliff,  and  out  to  sea ; 
And  over  water,  while  the  evening  dies, 
The  languid,  winding  love^dance  of  the  burnished  flies ; 

The  joy  of  poppies,  quick  for  death,  to  sweep 
Their  sunburnt  bodies  to  the  fruitful  wheat 
Under  the  moon  ;  the  joy  of  leaves  to  meet 
A  gentle  wind  that  rustles  them  to  sleep ; 
And  over  all  a  meadow  green  with  grasses, 
The  joy  that  ripples  when  a  breeze  wakes  them  and  passes. 

The  joy  of  running  water  as  it  nods 
With  dream  and  start,  by  pool  and  shallow,  on 
Through  leafy  woods ;  the  joy  of  sunlight  shone, 
Into  the  sea,  when  shining  forms  like  gods 
Sway  on  the  mist ;  the  joy  of  winds  set  free 
Hunting  to  dissolution  galleon  clouds  that  flee, 
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All  these  are  beautiful  in  movement,  they 
Were  gathered  in  her  motion  as  she  went 
So  delicately  scarce  the  grasses  bent 
Beneath  her  footing  to  the  wild  pipe's  lay ; 
All  were  in  her,  but  she  out^queened  their  sum. 
And  in  her  moving  presence  they  were  still  and  dumb. 

For  through  her  body  fires  of  knowledge  flamed, 
How  beautiful  it  was,  she  knew,  and  why 
The  piping  surged  within  her,  made  untie 
The  girdle  she  had  worn,  unrobbed,  untamed ; 
She  was  a  dryad  dancing  to  discover 
Where  he  might  hidden  be,  her  own  immortal  lover. 

But  as  she  swept  her  loveliness  along 
She  was  Enchantment,  body  shed  away, 
And  fugitive  Delight,  the  timeless  fay, 
Peeping  to  beckon,  fading  like  a  song ; 
She  was  a  sprite  unbodied,  very  Spring, 
The  mating,  birth  and  gladness  of  each  shining  thing* 
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BEGINNINGS. 

For  BEATRICE  SMYLIE. 

languid  February  sun  but  spills 
A  gleam,  vacant  of  warmth  and  glad  increase, 
The  pretty  plaything,  twitched  and  buffeted, 
Of  braggart  eastern  winds  on-rushing  through 
September  ricks,  scarce  pausing  to  uplift 
August's  loose  golden  straws  adrift  between. 
Earth  is  in  child  with  Wonder,  full  of  sleep, 
A  sluggard  still ;  gaunt  trees  stretch  barren  arms 
In  patient  poverty,  her  beggar-men. 

But  ere  folk  walked  by  road  and  field  this  morning, 

Spring  in  a  mist  came  down  the  hillside  dancing. 

Not  Spring  of  bursten  buds  and  greenery, 

With  wakened  flowers  and  the  minstrelsy 

Of  her  glad  birds,  goddess  moving  along 

In  her  assured  magnificence,  a  throng 

Of  things  new-born  and  piteous,  brushing  round 

Her  body's  whiteness,  making  happy  sound ; 
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Not  Spring  triumphant  to  whom  all  things  bow 
With  movement  and  with  music,  but  the  shy 
Ghost  of  last  Spring  came  down  the  hillside,  dancing, 
A  goddess  fugitive,  this  callow  morning, 
'Twas  she  that  gave  the  blackthorns  little  buds, 
And  broke  the  sallows  into  silver  white, 
Soft  as  a  bird's  breast,  glistening  as  a  sheep 
New  shorn ;  she  hung  the  yellow  on  the  gorse, 
And  swung  her  tasselled  catkins  from  the  hazel ; 
And  it  was  she  who  folded  under  trees 
White  flocks  of  snowdrops. 
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WITHIN  THE  WOOD. 

For  C  LOVAT  FRASER. 


hour  of  such  pure  joy 
Is  recompense 
For  days  of  dull  annoy 

And  bitterness. 
I  sing  the  hour  that  stays 

My  banishment, 
Body  and  mind  do  praise 
Its  full  content. 

A  wood  of  virgin  leaves  ; 

Sweet  silences, 
Banks  where  a  dryad  weaves 

Anemones, 
Banks  where  the  moss  limns  green 

Cool  tapestries, 
There  flows  a  brook  between 

That  happy  is. 
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All  through  the  slender  trees 

The  gentle  sun. 
Proud  with  their  melodies 

Birds,  one  by  one, 
Jewel  the  sunny  air 

Hymning  content, 
Make  rich  beyond  compare 

My  continent. 

Joy  of  the  bursting  leaf 

Grows  in  my  heart, 
I  see  beyond  Belief, 

I  am  a  Part — 
One  with  these  living  things, 

Brothers  in  Joy, 
Unnumbered  flutterings, 

Glad  our  employ. 

Sweet  hour  within  the  wood 

I  lay  you  down, 
Lest  my  to-morrow  should 

Your  gladness  drown, 
Along  the  lanes  I'll  walk 

By  farms  again, 
With  nibbling  lambs  to  talk, 

And  wise  old  men. 
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THE  POOL. 

For  F.  DOUGLAS  BOWYER. 

A    DISTANT  pool 

'**"     Has  captured  all  my  thoughts 

And  holds  them  bound- 
Like  pale  reflected  stars 
Worn  on  her  dark  still  bosom,  motionless, 

For  that  they  sought 
To  violate  with  unpropitious  light 
The  mystery  of  beauty  she  would  keep — 

And  draws  them  down — 
As  in  the  days  fargone,  and  in  the  nights, 

She  drew  my  eyes, 
With  unrelenting  quietude, 
From  questionings  and  all  unloveliness 
To  gather  from  the  mirror  of  her  mind 

The  wistfulness  of  peace — 

And  draws  them  down 
Persistently* 
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O  distant  pool 
Imprison  all  my  thoughts ; 

Let  them  be  found, 
Mute  as  your  captive  stars, 
Wandering  in  your  waters,  motiveless* 

For  they  have  fought 
Full  bitterly  against  the  Might  of  Mights, 
Doubting  that  now  He  sorrowed,  or  did  weep* 

O  draw  them  down, 
And  quench  the  fierce  rebellion  of  their  fight* 

Let  them  not  rise, 
But  in  your  secret  solitude 
Utterly  cover  their  ungodliness, 
That  in  my  eyes'  quiescence  you  may  find 

Resurgent  peace* 

And  let  them  drown 
Remorselessly. 
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DAWN. 

For  A.  H.  MAYHEW. 

kAWN, 

Drowsy  Dawn,  the  dewy^eyed, 
Roused  her  beneath  the  sable  cloak  of  Night, 
She  who  was  Night's  one  child, 

Softly  uprose 
And  stole  with  one  sweet  look  in  reverence  away. 

Swift  was  her  patht 
Gentle  and  swift  her  way, 
With  hair  ungarlanded  she  passed,  with  feet  unbound 

Beyond  the  folds  of  Night, 
Beyond  the  eastern  confines  of  the  sea ; 
Nor  did  she  ever  pause  or  outward  glance 

Until, 

For  one  still  moment's  space, 
She  turned  towards  the  world 
The  wistful  sadness  of  a  child  unloved, 
Eyes  that  were  pools  of  beauty,  eyes  that  held 
The  colours  of  the  rainbow,  half  asleep, 

Beneath  whose  rays, 
Where  mingled  grey,  red  gold,  and  violet, 
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The  flowers  stirred,  the  little  birds  did  sing,  and  mighty  trees 
Shook  rippling,  joyful  leaves  throughout  the  world ; 

And,  laughing,  Earth  awoke. 

Then  noiselessly  Dawn  fled 
To  rouse  beyond  the  wave  her  father  Day, 

At  her  light  touch 
With  glory  did  he  rise  and  majesty ; 

She  might  not  face 
The  golden  strength  of  his  regard, 

For  he  dissolved 
Her  gentle  glances  into  mists  and  dreams. 

In  flower-wise  she  drooped, 
And,  shrinking  ever  as  he  waxed  more  strong, 

Crept  silently 
As  sweet  notes  on  the  lute,  fading,  wind-borne, 

Through  ancient  trees, 

Whose  leaves  could  scarce  remember  her  shy  form, 
Toward  the  middle  wood,  where  Day  was  not ; 
But  where,  upon  a  bank,  beside  a  pool, 

A  lonely  pool, 
Around  the  white  narcissus  she  did  cast 

Gossamer  arms, 

And  mirrored  their  gold  eyes  within  her  eyes, 
And  wept  for  frail  anemones  that  mourn 

Their  beauty  fugitive,  dew's  crystal  tears, 

And  weeping,  slept, 
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The  flowers  closed, 

And  Dawn  awaked, 
For  now  bright  day  had  run  his  burning  course. 

And  lifting  quiet  eyes 
Upon  the  threshold  of  the  wood  she  stayed, 

To  throw  across  the  world, 
Over  the  hills  and  down  the  valleys  deep, 
Along  the  level  leagues  of  patient  corn, 

Her  mellow  peaceful  look ;  yet  did  not  see 
How  earth  was  bowed  in  adoration  mute ; 

For  then  sped  on 
Back  to  her  rest  the  Twilight  that  was  Dawn, 

Back  to  her  mother,  Night. 
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WANTONS. 

For  C.   O.   HARREY. 

T  TNDER  the  searching  eye  of  the  August  sun 
^-^     Sighs  the  delicate,  strong  wheat* 
Facing  his  withering  might  with  their  bosoms  bare 
Flaunt  the  poppies,  indiscreet* 

Unashamed,  with  seductive  charm  they  sway  on, 

Rustling  their  sinuous  stems ; 
Languorous  lights  o'  love  they  lean  to  be  clasped, 

But  the  blazing  sun  condemns* 

The  wheat  stands  stiff,  resisting  the  soft  caress, 

As  blind  to  the  shining  flesh  ; 
The  wantons  toss  their  heads  with  a  little  curse, 

And  darken  their  brows  afresh* 

Conscious  of  beauty,  bold  with  desire,  they  dance* 

Flushed  with  the  maddening  lilt 
Their  laughter  ripples ;  the  strong  wheat  trembles, 

Till  that  bowl  of  fire  be  spilt* 
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Then  furtively  ere  the  August  moon  shine  round, 

The  scarlet  leans  to  the  gold. 
And  interlaced  he  crushes  her  warmth  to  his  face 

And  joys,  till  her  petals  fold. 

She  flames  her  body's  pride  to  the  censuring  sun 

While  her  lovers  drink  her  up. 
Her  beauty  withers  and  dies,  her  petals  fall ; 

They  have  emptied  the  cup. 
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NIGHT  PIECE. 

For  FRANK  NOTT. 

CJOON  the  flaunting  day  shall  flee, 
^     All  his  glances  backward  drawn 
Through  the  leaves  of  every  tree, 
Over  meadows,  over  sea, 
Golden  changing  into  fawn. 
Soon  shall  deepening  evenfall 
Breathe  his  quiet  funeral, 
And  the  thirsting  earth  be  quenched, 
And  the  flowers  with  dew  be  drenched, 
And  the  woodland  creatures  all 
Answer  haunting  call  with  call. 

Soon,  ah,  soon 

There  shall  curve  a  little  moon, 
Silver  scimitar  of  light, 

And  the  night. 
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BERRIES. 

YVTOULD  that  your  lips  desirable, 

And  elvish  mood  that  with  them  plays, 
Were  necromancing  here  with  me 
Along  the  dark  woodways. 

The  wild  wood  strawberries  do  swing, 
Where  silence  spills  and  moonlight  drips, 

Waiting  their  ghostly  visitor 
And  her  immortal  lips. 

They  fold  their  jewelled  fruit  in  leaves, 

Reluctant  to  be  mortal  prize* 
No  matter  for  the  wood's^wild  things 

And  all  its  watching  eyesf 

I  would  find  wild  berries  for  you, 

All  through  the  wood,  for  your  wild  lips ; 

And  I  would  gather  them  to  feed 
With  wood'love,  those  your  lips. 

And  dip  each  crimson  berry  in 

Moon's  silver  light,  as  this  and  this 

Do  swing,  and  covenant  for  each 
Wild  strawberry,  a  kiss. 
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CERTAINTY. 

For  J.  REDWOOD  ANDERSON. 

f  I  'HERE  comet  I  think,  rare  moments,  when 

A      Knowledge  dwells  in  mortal  men. 
Very  wise  am  I  to-night 
In  this  lilaosweet  moonlight ; 
Thought's  a  truant,  gone  are  bolts  and  bars. 

This  I  know — 

All  the  world, 

Everywhere  and  everywhen, 
All  the  world  and  all  its  men, 

Sun  and  moon  and  stars, 
They  have  made  the  things  that  do 
Glitter,  hide,  play  peep^bo 

In  my  mind* 
But  do  I  desire,  I  find 
Things  nor  you  nor  any  knew 
Till  I  drew  them  up  for  you, 
And  having  loved  them,  having  made 
Their  presence  shining,  unafraid, 

Shewed  them  you. 

Also  I  know 
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That  this  wide  peace  enfolding  me 
An  evening,  so  utterly, 

Does  surely  flow 
From  centuries  of  striving  men, 
Proud  nations  tottering  again, 
And  myriad  devouring  pains, 
Inquisitors  and  hurricanes, 
And  the  long  agony  of  those 
Who  never  pluck  one  wild  hedge  rose. 
Therefore  I  tell  it,  fold  it  tight 
In  the  lilac-sweet  moonlight 
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PROGRESSION. 

For  CLIFFORD  BRETTELLE. 


meet,  we  pass, 

Or  pause  and  turn  again, 
A  moment  stay, 
Then  blindly  journey  on. 

A  little  give 

To  many,  more  to  some. 

They  tender  us 

A  word,  a  look,  a  song. 

We  people  all 

Our  little  world  with  ghosts. 

As  we  are  deaf 

So  are  they  dumb,  aloof. 

Something  we  know 
Of  many,  much  of  none. 
The  secret  self 
In  them,  in  us,  unwon. 
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A  MOOD, 

For  MY  FATHER. 

'T'HE  intimate  murmur  of  shy  pattering  rain 

•*•      Whispers  to  me ; 
The  broken  stillness  echoes  the  refrain 
Tremulously; 

The  coals  die  brightly,  little  flames  serpentine 

Bend  low  to  me. 
My  smoke-rings  hover,  kiss,  and  intertwine 

Amorously ; 

The  armchair  nestles  yet  closer  with  a  sigh, 

Enfolding  me ; 
The  fire-dog  at  my  slippers  winks  one  eye 

Coquettishly ; 

From  the  still  room  a  noiseless,  gradual  peace 

Creeps  into  me ; 
And  in  my  heart  reverberations  cease 

Unconsciously. 
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COMPLAINT. 

T  WOULD  dream  on  Beauty,  and  weave  her  a  wistful  son 
*     But  Beauty  is  dead ; 

Or  she  is  become  a  mountebank's  mask,  and  her  soul 
Ah,  whither  fled  ? 

And  I  say  to  the  crimson  rose  and  the  golden  wheat 

And  the  face  passing  by, 
To  the  poet's  words,  and  the  intimate  touch  of  hands, 

44  You  are  bastard,  you  lie." 

And  I  am  pursued  by  a  dark  sullen  weariness, 

A  prowler  within, 
That  creeps  softly  padded  pervading  the  whole  of  me 

Like  a  stealthy  sin. 
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TO  JAMES  STEPHENS. 

June,  1918. 

WEET  singer  in  the  troubled  west, 
Where  singing  birds  throng  hedge  and  tree, 
There  is  no  voice  from  any  nest 
Who  knows  to  make  your  melody. 
Though  men  are  dying,  men  are  dust, 
Glad  poet,  sing  because  you  must. 

One  day,  I  think,  Pan  dropped  his  reed 
To  kiss  a  red-lipped,  panting  girl 
Who  followed  him  hotfoot  to  feed 
Her  silly  brain,  its  wondrous  whirl. 
He  drew  her  body  to  its  dream 
And  dropped  his  reed  beside  the  stream. 

And  striding  by  with  haughty  look, 

For  rebel  music  filled  your  mood, 

You  found  it  where  it  lay  forsook, 

You  played  three  notes,  and  found  them  good. 

And  then  you  piped  a  little  song, 

And  not  one  note  of  it  was  wrong. 
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It  was  so  beautiful,  you  blew 

The  afternoon  and  dusk  away 

In  limpid  songs  that  trickled  through 

Your  pipe  in  happy  holiday. 

No  sweeter  singer  earned  a  crown 

From  Sligo  Fair  to  Dublin  Town, 

The  while  you  piped  there  gathered  round 
Small  quiet  birds  and  beasts  to  share, 
Such  little  birds  as  make  sweet  sound, 
The  rabbit,  cow,  and  red'brown  hare, 
And  no  unhallowed  rustle  stirred 
The  eye  of  beast  or  wing  of  bird, 

Or  did  Mad  Patsy  tell  it  you, 
Or  some  proud  woman,  down  along, 
How  dreams  were  netted  as  they  flew 
And  truant  words  jumped  into  song  ? 
Or  did  you  steal  a  blackbird  young 
From  out  a  nest  and  learn  its  tongue  ? 

But  this  I  know ;  because  you  told 

The  little  men  in  coats  of  green 

How  they  should  have  their  lost  red  gold, 

That  magic  crock,  their  more^thanxqueen, 

"  Though  we  are  small/'  they  said,  "  and  shy, 

We  give  him  our  fantastic  eye/' 
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A  little  time  is  yours  at  most 
A  day,  a  night,,  an  afternoon, 
Ere  like  a  lover  comes  the  ghost, 
Lone  brother  Death ;  he  cometh  soon. 
A  little  time  to  sing,  and  then 
Your  lips  are  pledged  to  earth  again. 

O  do  not  tarry,  poet,  sing ! 
Not  one  of  all  your  songs  shall  fall ; 
No  bird  shall  trail  a  broken  wing, 
Sing  on,  sing  on,  men  cherish  all. 
When  you  are  dust  these  songs  shall  be 
Yourself,  your  immortality. 
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IN  ST.  JAMES'S  PARK. 

For  J.  M.  DE  NAVARRO. 

f  I  THEY  stole  upon  me  as  I  read 

How  Faustus  conjured  Helen  from  the  dead. 
Two  by  two, 
The  tiniest  first, 
Down  the  path  they  came 
Moving  brave  colour  sharp  across  the  drab. 
Bright  scarlet  cloaks  they  wore 
With  pleated  hoods, 
And  dresses  blue, 

White  ribands  round  their  prim  straw^yellow  hats. 
Children  of  an  Orphanage, 
Taking  their  walk, 
Stiffly,  soberly, 
With  no  babbling  talk, 
They  moved  along, 
The  royal  colour  mocking  quiet  forms, 
No  joy  in  movement  or  in  face, 
No  happy  laughter. 
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Think  what  might  have  been* 
Fifty  Red  Riding  Hoods 
Chasing  the  leaves  alongt 

Yellow  and  brown. 
Old  St  James's  Park 
A  new  fairyland, 
Thick  with  forest  trees, 
Fraught  with  giant  wolves, 
Shy,  lost  princesses, 
Elves,  gnomes  and  witches ; 
Think  what  should  have  been 
Where  the  grass  was  green. 

But  hush! 

You  might  have  torn  your  cloaks, 
Bent  your  little  hats, 
Mites  of  womanhood, 

So  you  tread 

Only  where  pavements  wind, 
Where  there's  no  fun  to  find, 
Stiffly,  soberly,  taking  your  walk. 
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MAD. 

For  S.  H.  McGRADY. 

OHE  fled  toward  the  ridges  of  the  pool, 

^    And  still  she  sped 

Above  the  sleeping  daisies,  breathing  hard  j 

Her  man  was  dead* 
And  all  the  world  of  noises  turned  the  wheel 

Within  her  head. 

The  night  was  black  with  thunder,  black  with  hate, 

And  blacker  fear 
Made  every  bush  some  unaccustomed  shape 

With  savage  leer 
That  plucked  her  gown ;  fast,  faster  still  she  fled, 

They  seemed  so  near. 

She  crushed  her  son  still  closer ;  her  strange  eyes 

Ate  through  the  night 
Until  they  reached  the  pool's  three  sentinels, 

Whose  silent  might 
Watched  all  the  secrets  of  that  pool's  black  heart 

Till  morning  light. 
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She  faltered  at  the  water's  sedgy  lips  j 

Her  boy  had  cried. 
She  mothered  him  with  kisses  till  the  small 

Round  tears  had  dried ; 
Till  all  his  baby  fingers  lay  asleep 

Against  her  side, 

And  then  she  crouched  above  the  mere's  black  face. 

She  only  knew 
Her  son  must  hide  deep,  deep  beyond  the  reach 

Of  that  vile  crew, 
Whose  devilish  lean  hands  had  choked  the  man 

From  whom  he  grew, 

Yet  still  the  pool  in  oily  blackness  loomed. 

Solemn  and  cold. 
She  muttered,  muttered  secrets  to  the  child  ; 

Then  overbold 
She  sang  wild  music  underneath  the  trees 

While  thunder  rolled. 

On  a  sudden 
Again  came  fear. 
Her  hunted  eyes 
Know  devils  near. 
She  sees  gaunt  hands 
Stretch  through  the  trees ; 
Tapered  fingers 
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Advance  to  seize. 
She  feels  them  move 
Towards  her  breast, 
She  feels  them  clutch 
Her  son  in  rest. 

She  stumbles  through  the  flowered  sedge 
Where  little  frogs  are  croaking  love, 
Her  cry  of  terror  rasping  thin 
As,  wading  from  the  muddy  edge, 
She  fights  towards  the  blacker  deep 
Where  foolish  eddies  creep,  creep,  creep. 

No  moon,  nor  even  a  curious  star, 
But  a  leaping  flame  that  splits  the  dark 

Sees  her  swaying 

In  stricken  haste, 

Black  water  sucking 

Around  her  waist* 

Sees  her  plucking, 

The  child  away, 

Her  little  boy 

Who  thinks  it  play. 

With  eyes  agleam 

She  kisses  him. 

The  water  waits 

Each  baby  limb. 

She  smiles  when  he 
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Draws  back  his  toe, 
She  laughs  to  hear 
His  infant  woe. 

Down,  down, 
She  plunges  him, 

Down,  down, 
Beneath  the  brim. 
The  cries  are  drowned 
In  gurgles  now. 
The  gurgles  then 
Are  bubbles  now. 
Above  his  head 
The  waters  meet, 
The  solemn  tench 
Avoid  his  feet. 
Those  pink'white  feet 
Twist,  strive  in  vain, 
She  thrusts  down  hard, 
The  skies  pelt  rain. 
No  rain  can  quench 
That  mother's  eyes ; 
She  knows  she  has 
Been  very  wise. 
She  knows  him  safe 
From  stain  or  sin. 
The  beetles  rest 
Upon  his  chin. 
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FOND. 

For  SOPHIE  LARGE. 

C[HE  stepped  so  featly  down  the  street, 

^    You  never  would  have  guessed  the  truth. 

The  roses  in  her  cap  were  naught 

Beside  the  blush  of  second  youth, 

That  traced  upon  her  either  cheek 

The  childhood  of  the  old  and  meek. 

Her  silk  gown  rustled  as  she  neared, 
Her  veined  hands  gripped  a  weighty  book, 
And  as  we  met  her  eager  eyes 
Transfixed  me  with  an  intent  look. 
44  We  have  fair  weather,  Sir/'  said  she, 
44  To-morrow  I  am  sixty'three/' 

44  Why  yes/'  I  said  44  the  spring  is  here 
And  birds  sing  in  the  orchard  now ; 
The  blackbird  leads  the  choir  before 
The  earliest  men  have  gone  to  plough/' 
44  Of  course/'  said  she,  "  that  must  be  it ; 
They  always  go  caw,  caw,  peewit/' 

She  passed  me  with  a  cunning  glance, 
I  watched  her  passage  down  the  street 
Until  the  village  church  absorbed 
The  pitter-patter  of  her  feet. 
As  mother  does  she  cling,  or  lover, 
To  wintry  voice  of  rook  and  plover  ? 
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KING'S  COLLEGE  CHAPEL. 

For  F.  C.  SLATER. 
YVTITHIN,  beyond,  is  veiled  the  mystery. 

Into  the  shrine  young  men  white^surpliced  go 
With  step  assured,  unhurried,  and  none  says  them  no ; 
Old  men  with  scarlet  robes,  women  in  black 
Enter  the  dim  magnificence  and  come  not  back. 

Beyond  the  barrier,  dimly  seen,  remote, 

Across  the  dark  sea  where  the  tall  white  candles  float 

In  level  lines,  all  plumed  with  golden  flame, 

The  holy  altar  is,  the  mystery  none  can  name* 

From  left  and  right,  the  singing  boys  and  men 
Slow  pacing  bend  to  the  aisle ;  priests  follow  them ; 
The  heavy  carven  doors  together  swing, 
The  purple  curtains  droop  their  folds. 

O  vanished  thing, 

O  mystery  withheld,  when  shall  I  see 
The  trembling  veil,  when  revelation  be  ? 
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JUSTICE. 

'T'O  you  belong 

The  birth  and  fostering  of  this  my  song. 

For  you  alone 

I  strove  to  net  the  wilcUbird  fancies  blown 
Importunate  around  me  and  within  ;  to  give 
Them  Beauty's  dress  and  breath  that  they  might  wing 
The  sweet,  intense,  exultant  moments  to  you 
Who  gave  them  power  to  be,  and  life  to  live, 
And  a  voice  that  quivered  to  sing  on  their  wayfaring. 
You,  having  Truth,  did  know  them  to  be  true. 

Yet  can  you  know 
The  proud  joy  was  mine  when  the  wonder  came  and  the  glov 

Had  waned, 

But  a  bright  song-bird  or  a  sad  with  me  remained  ? 
Can  you  know  my  single  joy  when  I  shook  him  free, 
And  sped  him  on  with  the  wonder  in  his  brain 
To  sing  his  only  song  to  you,  again  ? 

So  it  must  be, 

Whether  their  joy  be  quick  now,  or  most  dead, 
Because  you  were  the  burden  of  my  song, 
These  birds  must  flutter  round  and  round  your  head. 
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FIRST  SIGHT. 

'TT'HE  window  hung  wide  open :  some  one  stood 

Bestowing  flowers  on  a  cool,  green  room. 
The  rich  August  petals  she  held  outflowed 
Her  gown's  pale  lilac ;  seriously  she  poised 
The  colours,  one  by  one. 

And  I  knew,  as  I  watched, 

I  knew  coming  nearer  along  the  hot 

White  pavement  quivering  with  sun,  that  so, 

Graceful,  and  grave  with  mild  austerity, 

You  should  stand,  and  I  knew  the  giver  was  you. 
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BREAKFAST  AT  GRANTCHESTER, 

MAY  DAY,  1916. 


YW"HEN  we  set  out  for  Grantchester 

Do  you  remember  how 
We  ate  the  cake  from  Appledore  ? 
I  taste  the  cherries  now. 

We  ate  the  cake  from  Appledore, 

You  stole  the  larger  slice. 
My  teeth  were  eager  castanets 

And  yours  white,  nibbling  mice. 

We  ate  the  cake  from  Appledore. 

No  dons  were  there  to  see, 
And  heavy  sleep  chained  Cerberus 

Respectability. 

But  as  we  walked  to  Grantchester 

Was  Appledore  forgot. 
For  holy  was  the  earth  our  feet 

Made  music  on,  and  meadow  sweet 
The  tempered  air  that  snared  the  bleat 
Of  hungry  lambs,  who  suckled  rough 
From  mothers  who  were  proud  enough. 
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As  we  walked  on  to  Grantchester 

The  sun  peeped  his  surprise ; 
And  still  the  daisies  curled  in  sleep 

The  petals  round  their  eyes. 
But  sturdy  dandelions  poured 
Their  tawny  beauty  unimplored, 
Marsh  marigolds  shone  out  in  clumps 
Beside  the  blackened  willow  stumps, 
And  round  about  the  many  kine, 
Sparkled  the  cleanly  celandine. 
All  else  was  green — the  sober  grass 
Remembering  the  feet  that  pass, 
The  depth  of  young  dishevelled  wheat, 
The  emerald  whence  linnets  tweet, 
The  babbling  laughter  willows  shake 
Above  the  water,  as  each  flake 
Of  bondage  liberates  the  sheaves 
Of  immature,  ambitious  leaves. 
O,  you  remember,  do  you  not 
How  God  had  blessed  that  garden  plot  ? 
How  He  had  dreamed  another  dream 
And  compassed  it  with  Granta  stream 
Wandering  silently,  and  full 
Of  peace  and  secrets  beautiful. 

When  we  reached  sleepy  Grantchester 
We  were  not  two,  but  three. 
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Into  our  consciousness  had  passed 

A  poet's  company* 
His  spirit  lived  among  the  trees 
And  harbingered  the  questing  bees ; 
His  influence  had  stirred  the  ground 
To  scatter  beauty  all  around 
The  same,  sweet  Grantchester  he  dreamed 
Where  alien  sweat  and  lager  streamed* 
The  Grantchester  that  lived  behind 
Barbaric  visions  war  outlined, 
The  little  England  that  will  brim 
Where  men  have  laid  the  bones  of  him* 
Ah,  since  he  is  a  part  of  all 
The  towering  great  and  seeming  small, 
The  liquid  bird's  eye,  humble-shy, 
Beneath  proud  elms  that  cross  the  sky, 
The  roses  instant  on  the  hedge, 
The  warbler's  nest  enshrined  in  sedge ; 
Since  all  he  loved,  and  all  he  sang 
Imperishable,  knew  no  pang, 
What  need  to  wish  Grantchester  should 
Remember  him  with  winter  wood  ? 

Then  I  forgave  the  potent  sun 
The  sudden  evil  he  had  done ; 

Forgave  him  all  the  ardent  bliss 
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He  drank  in  that  prevailing  kiss ; 

Forgave  him  that  he  could  not  keep 

His  adoration  half  asleep, 

But  claimed  among  the  isles  of  Greece 

A  singer  straying  into  peace* 

For  scarce  he  dared  a  beam  intrude, 

His  smile  was  a  beatitude, 

A  warmth  repentant  that  awoke 

Upon  the  cherries  one  white  cloak. 

I  knew  your  heart  was  greatly  glad  ; 
But  I  was  thinking,  thinking  sad 
Rebellious,  ineffectual  things 
Until  my  wondering  eyes  took  wings, 
Until  we  reached  the  orchard  gate, 
And  grief  was  excommunicate. 

The  memory  of  every  man, 

That  individual  chart  we  plan 

Of  moments  measureless  and  mean, 

Exultant,  hateful,  rich,  obscene, 

The  map  we  turn  in  solitude 

With  bitterness  or  quietude, 

The  map  we  colour  as  we  go 

That  always  we  may  know,  may  know, 

Unmindful  whether  colours  mix 

Elaborate  deceitful  tricks, 
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Forgetful  blue  may  fade  to  green. 
And  smudging  in  the  should^have^been. 
No  matter ;  though  we  flatter  much, 
Howe'er  so  cynic  be  our  touch, 
There  is  no  chart  that  does  not  hold 
Some  green  oasis  ringed  with  gold, 
The  monument  of  one  divine, 
Tense  moment,  when  God  gave  a  sign 
And  almost  seemed  to  speak,  a  date 
When  joy  was  inarticulate. 

This  mystic  moment  came  to  me 

Before  that  orchard.    Suddenly 

I  felt  the  imperious  swell  and  flow, 

The  leaping,  irridescent  glow 

Of  happiness  surpassing  sweet, 

Strange,  wonderful,  intense,  complete, 

Transmuting  all  the  dross  of  me 

Sweep  through  me,  from  me,  over  me 

To  join  that  new  divinity 

I  was  akin  to,  I  could  know. 

Ah,  He  was  very  present,  though 

The  holy  silence  spoke  alone 

Its  musical,  full,  monotone. 

My  ears  could  hear,  my  unlatched  eyes 

Could  penetrate  beyond  the  wise. 

52 


O,  happy  orchard ! — ancient  trees 

Bent  backs  and  twisted  filigrees 

Of  arms  and  fingers ;  strong  old  men 

Of  Nature,  decked  with  youth  again  I 

Where  are  the  villagers  who  saw 

Your  lyric  childhood  ?    Where  the  store 

Of  gleaming  first  f ruits,  richly  red  ? 

And  where  the  tempted  boys  you  fed  ? 

And  all  the  many  pairs  of  lips, 

Fastidious,  pouting,  eager  lips  ? 

And  O  the  beauty  innocent, 

The  petalled  chastity,  content 

To  blossom  whitely  over  you 

And  quick  to  blush  at  kiss  of  dew  I 

And  all  the  little  buds  of  it 

So  imminent,  so  full  of  it, 

And  tight  with  promise !    Glad  old  trees 

Never  were  any  flowers  like  these, 

Let  them  not  hasten,  let  them  stay 

To  pause  awhile  upon  this  day, 

Let  all  the  pomp  of  roses  wait 

Outside  the  gate,  the  orchard  gate. 

No  Persian  garden  Omar  knew, 

No  hyacinthine  grove  that  grew 

In  Babylon,  was  half  so  fair, 
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Men  never  found  such  fragrance  there 
Nor  any  sun  like  this,  no  clean 
Fresh  purity  above,  between, 
More  wonderful  than  perfect  trout 
In  chalky  streams  have  dreamt  about. 
The  element  that  clothes  you  all 
Is  immundane,  celestial 

0  happy  trees,  and  round  your  feet 
Such  green  as  might  have  caught  the  fleet, 
Impulsive  footsteps  dewy^wet 

Of  Aucassin  and  Nicolette. 

Beneath  a  tree,  an  apple  tree 
She  laid  a  cloth  for  you  and  me 
And  spread  a  table  decently 

For  breakfast,  in  the  sun. 
With  many  platters,  very  white, 
With  knives  and  forks,  as  was  but  right, 
And  silver  spoons ;  a  blessed  sight, 

Our  table  neatly  done. 

1  feared  lest  it  should  disappear, 

Till  through  that  strange,  sweet  atmosphere 
Came  benediction  of  good  cheer 
That  we  might  eat  and  drink. 
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Then  did  the  earthly  good  entice 
My  appetite  from  Paradise, 
And  even  your  desiring  mice 
Were  nibblesome,  I  think. 

No  table  such  as  tempted  Him 
With  curious  meats  of  mighty  limb, 
And  terraced  pies  from  kitchens  grim 

And  kidneys,  devilled  fine. 
But  such  an  interlude  as  made 
Theocritus  more  real ;  the  shade 
Horatius  Flaccus  might  have  stayed 

If  we  had  boasted  wine. 

For  there  was  pink,  ambrosial  ham, 
A  spiced  meat  from  some  proud  dam 
Of  tender  sucklings  loved  by  Lamb 

An  emperess  of  styes. 
And  melting  hearts,  a  rich  saffron, 
In  shells  of  palest  cinnamon 
Dame  Pertelote  had  clucked  upon 

To  Chanticleer  the  wise. 

And  tea  from  China,  with  whose  stream 
'Twas  that  I  married  lakes  of  cream, 
Since  you  in  happiness  did  dream. 
Ah,  how  should  I  know  what  ? 
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Presumptuous  robins  ventured  near, 
And  humble  bees,  to  see  more  clear 
Mellifluous  butter  disappear 
On  rolls,  demurely  hot. 

A  dish  with  amber  marmalade 
Of  oranges  an  olive  maid 
Traversing  some  Castilian  glade 

Had  plucked,  as  she  did  roam. 
And  last,  beside  a  russet  clutch 
Of  apples,  wearied  overmuch 
By  Autumn's  slow  maturing  touch, 

Stood  honey  from  the  comb. 

And  there,  in  quiet  seemlihood, 
We  ate  of  each  entrancing  good 
As  hungry  lovers  ever  should 

That  day,  among  the  trees. 
And  ere  we  closed  the  orchard  door 
A  fit  libation  we  did  pour- 
Essence  of  sun  and  flowers,  the  store 

Of  honey  from  the  bees. 
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THE  COMING. 

OOFTER  than  the  white  owl  softly  gliding  to  her  nesting  tree, 
*^     Softer  than  the  brown  mouse  venturing  toward  the  granary, 

Was  your  flight  to  me  ; 

You  came  silently* 

Gently  as  the  colours  merge  from  twilight  into  evening, 
Gently  as  the  willow  wren  her  little  dome  is  entering, 

Did  you  enter  me, 

Possess  me  utterly* 
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STATEMENT. 

OU  knew 

What  I  wished  to  say, 
When  we  were  alone  in  the  firelit  room 
At  end  of  day. 

The  force  I  felt 
You  flinched  from  it  too, 
Though  we  sat  apart 
As  strangers  do. 

Black^robed  you  drooped 
Like  a  lost  queen  there, 
Your  elf  face  pale  below 

Your  black  looped  hair ; 
And  brown  eyes  hunted  dreams  through  the  living  coals 

With  persistent  stare. 

How  should  I  dare 

To  tell  it  you, 
So  cold,  remote, 

So  rare  ? 

And  my  coward  heart  would  not  shout, 

"  Are  you  made  for  love  ?  " 
Nor  my  traitor  throat  breathe  it  out, 

"  Are  you  flesh  and  blood  ?  " 
Only  a  whispering  question  came, 

"Can  you  love ?" 
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You  did  not  stir, 

Nor  turn. 

Through  the  room,  in  a  mist,  in  a  madness,  I  felt 
The  three  words  burn. 

The  hands  olyou  trembled, 

Slipped  asunder, 
As  the  challenge  drove 

Its  muted  thunder* 
Then  the  loose  white  fingers  twined  to  rest'on  your  knees, 

Having  lost  their  wonder. 

O  wise  were  you, 
In  love  more  wise* 

While  I  spoke  he  was  beckoning  you  through  the  flame, 
He  was  flesh  to  your  eyes, 

44  Nothing,  nothing/'  you  said. 
44  Shall  shut  me  out 

From  the  man  I  love ;  nothing  shall/'  [shout. 

Your  sweet  quiet  voice  travelled  through  me,  a  mocking  mighty 

You  snipped  the  shears 

Ere  the  wonder  opened  to  blossom,  ere  time  of  tears, 
You  were  merciful. 
But  something  died, 
By  that  dead  fireside, 
That  was  beautiful. 
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A  SONG. 

IF  all  the  Host  of  Heaven 

Bowed  down  their  heads  to  me, 
And  the  bright  stars  beneath  them 

Sang  out  in  company, 
I  would  not  pause  to  listen, 

Nor  would  I  stay  to  see, 
Though  all  the  folk  stood  still  at  gaze 
And  none  made  swift  to  go  his  ways 

But  you,  and  me. 

I  would  not  stay  to  listen, 

Though  dread  the  majesty, 
If  we  were  gone  to  worship 

A  white'doaked  apple  tree. 
What  need  for  us  to  listen, 

And  what  for  us  to  see  ? 
Though  all  the  folk  stood  pale  and  proud 
To  see  the  Host  of  Heaven  bowed 

But  you,  and  me. 
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What  need  for  us  to  listen 

If  only  two  were  we  ? 
How  should  we  hear  stars  singing 

The  sweetest  melody  ? 
And  why  should  I  stare  upward 

When  there  is  you  to  see  ? 
So  to  the  apple  tree  we  go 
And  gather  up  its  falling  snow 

You,  and  me. 
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GREETINGS. 

'  I  THE  town  is  weary ;  weary  all 

The  men  and  women  in  its  thrall, 

O  happy  you,  to  find  and  bless 
Aconites  in  the  Wilderness, 
Buds  on  the  lilac,  fives  and  threes 
Of  catkins  on  the  hazel  trees, 
And  happier  that  you  have  seen 
Trinity  willows  showing  green. 

And  soon  your  eyes  will  dance  upon 
The  one  primrose  at  Trumpington, 
White  apple  blossom  shining  where 
The  orchard  leans  to  Grantchester, 
Celandine,  daisies,  just  as  when 
Marsh  marigolds  lit  broad  Coe  Fen. 

In  that  sweet  day  I  shall  be  blest, 
For  then  will  you  be  happiest. 
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FOUR    SONNETS    FROM    A 
SEQUENCE. 

L 

T  HAVE  heard  tell  of  such  a  love  that  knows, 
•*•     Swift  from  its  birth,  high  certainty  and  bliss ; 
That  from  its  glad  begetting  greater  grows, 
Nor  ever  stumbles  into  doubt's  abyss. 

And  I  have  read  in  love's  old  story  book 
Of  lovers  who  were  constant  as  the  sun ; 
From  their  proud  kiss  the  earth  its  motion  tookt 
They  were  so  sure,  they  were  so  straitly  one* 

And  I  have  read  how  love  triumphant  burned, 
Through  snares  and  traitor  silence  never  dim, 
Till  such  a  day  when  each  to  other  turned 
And  she  found  rest  within  the  arms  of  him. 

Thus  did  their  love,  a  something  without  name, 
An  absolute,  consume  its  mortal  flame. 

IL 

Beautiful  tales  are  these,  and  ever  sweet 
To  ponder  quietly  in  candlelight ; 
To  follow  where  the  lover  sets  his  feet, 
With  beating  heart,  to  win  his  lady's  sight* 
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Yet  are  they  phantom  lovers,  loving  so, 
Beautiful  shades,  unconscious  of  the  fire 
Burning  above  the  body's  feebler  glow, 
Ghosts  of  the  body,  puppets  of  desire* 

For  love's  sweet  sake  they  knew  nor  search  nor  pain, 
Love  came  to  them  as  flies  a  lost  bird  in, 
Only  to  love's  fulfilment  did  they  strain, 
Their  bodies'  woven  ecstasy  to  win, 

For  them  love's  seal  lay  bedded  in  a  kiss. 
I  do  not  love,  if  love  be  only  this. 

VIL 

My  testament  of  love  reveals  a  land 
Where  pleasant  vales  invite  my  truant  tread, 
And  high  the  hills  on  which  I  rarer  stand, 
When  proudly  sure  the  poise  of  my  proud  head. 

Where  change  more  sudden  than  the  pulse  of  Spring 
Delivers  earth  from  Winter's  barren  day, 
And  trees  white^garmented  with  birds  a^swing 
To-morrow  stir  December  boughs  in  May. 

Down  streams  winding  their  beauty  slow,  I  pass 
Through  silent  caverns  whispering  despair, 
Through  wilderness  I  stray,  beyond  morass, 
To  seek  whatever  flowers  love  scatters  there. 

A  land  of  harsh  contention ;  sweet,  with  pain. 
If  love  be  such,  I  do  not  love  in  vain. 
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.XL 

There  is  a  love,  that  goes  arrayed  in  greyt 
Wherein  no  tiger  body  burns  for  night ; 
Though  she  be  present,  turn  herself  away, 
No  alteration  knows  in  void  or  sight ; 

A  love  most  certain,  poised,  inviolate, 
Craving  no  sign,  no  smart  from  passion's  whips, 
Content  in  reverence  to  contemplate, 
Unstained  by  any  seal  of  hungry  lips. 

When  carnal  love  from  might  to  custom  slinks, 
And  dead  in  wasted  members  rots  desire, 
When  body  withers  and  all  beauty  sinks 
To  lover's  mask,  this  love  shall  never  tire. 

Two  spirits  into  one  divinely  knit, 
Nor  life  nor  death  suffice  to  sever  it. 
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APATHY, 

T   TNMOVED  I  feel  their  broad  wings 

^^     Throb  past  me, 

The  hours,  my  heavy  birds,  returning 

Silently 
To  fold  their  feathers,  sleep,  in  far-away  trees. 

Nothing  they  brought,  and  nothing 

Bear  away. 
Unwanted  came,  unloved  fulfilled 

Their  measured  stay. 
They  vanish,  and  day  follows  empty  day. 

There  was  a  time  when  Anger 

Shook  me  through ; 
When  Wonder  filled  my  heart, 

And  Love  danced  too ; 
Now  dead  I  watch,  as  carven  figures  do. 
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SENTENCE. 

p\ESTINY  saidt  "The  man  shall  know  her  shade, 
*^     The  shadow  of  her  mind  ; 
An  image  shaken  in  a  troubled  pool, 
Fantastic,  blind. 

"  It  shall  be  beautiful,  let  that  suffice ; 

But  should  he  guess  to  limn 
The  form  and  soul  of  her  sweet  waywardness, 

The  fool  in  him 

"  May  build  her  proud  limbs  white,  colour  her  eyes, 

And  comb  her  loosened  hair, 
Give  her  quiet  voice  and  a  questing  soul 

Found  everywhere* 

"  The  beautiful  shade  of  her  mind  and  soul 

And  her  body,  builded  so, 
Shall  wrap  him  round,  as  the  green  leaf  stills 

The  nettle's  glow. 

"  Better  for  him  is  the  wayward  vision, 

Better  the  spirit  bride, 
Than  flutter  of  hearts  known  each  to  other 

Whom  flesh  derides. 
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"Better joy  untasted,  sought,  pursuing, 

A  shy  presence  lit 
With  distant  worship  and  inviolate 

Because  of  it* 

"  And  an  old  man  mumbling  in  the  darkness 

He  shall  be  lit  and  fed, 
When  she  is  dust  who  stirred  his  bright  shadow, 

And  all  else  dead. 

"  Let  him  be  content 

With  this, 
Never  shall  her  lips'  impress 

One  kiss/' 
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HONEYSUCKLE. 

YVTILD  honeysuckle  throws  across 

The  hazel'trees  its  gold  and  white, 
And  from  its  curving  flutes  and  spurs, 
Rebellious  swi'dyed  revellers, 
Such  essence  importunes  the  night 
That  roses  are  but  dross* 

The  hazel-tree  within  my  mind 
Fruit  good  and  bad  will  bear,  and  men 
May  vilify  or  praise  me  when 
They  crack  the  nuts  that  grew  forgot, 
Some  kernelled  white,  some  brown  with  rot ; 
No  matter  what  they  find. 

No  matter  what  they  find,  if  still 
Known  but  to  me,  the  wild  spikes  fling 
Their  radiance  over  each  small  thing 
Round  and  above  my  tree,  if  yet 
Wild  honeysuckle  sprigs  curvet 
I  shall  be  living  still. 
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